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LAST  NIGHT. 


Last  night  closed  in  with  windless  rain, 

A weeping  of  the  sky, 

As  for  some  grief,  you’d  think  must  drain 
Sad  Nature’s  eyelids  dry. 

The  world  was  grown  so  very  still, 

In  fathomless  despair  ; 

The  sense  of  some  unbounded  ill 
Loaded  the  resting  air. 

No  sound  save  raindrops  plashing  fast 
On  leaves  and  sodden  mould, 

So  ceaseless  that  they  failed  at  last 
The  wearied  sense  to  hold. 

I dreamed,  before  a sinking  fire, 

Of  hopes  that  jocund  days 

Had  offered  youth’s  superb  desire — 

Love,  wealth,  and  gilded  bays. 

Corners  and  shadows  all  grew  quick 
With  faces  half-descried, 

Too  well  remembered,  crowding  thick, 

To  weep,  smile,  and  deride. 

Sleep  freed  me  from  them  ; but  till  then 
My  eyelids  stung  with  tears 

In  thinking  of  those  far  days  when 
A promise  lit  the  years. 


7 


I slept,  and  woke.  The  window  pane 
Glimmered  with  coming  day ; 

Such  hush  there  was  I knew  the  rain 
Had  wept  itself  away. 

The  garden  gloomed  in  dim  wet  grey, 

Still  fragrant,  undefined  ; 

Only  against  the  growing  day 
Black  larches  stood  outlined. 

No  bird’s  song  throbbed,  no  restless  air 
Slipped  in  and  out  the  trees  : 

The  world  was  silent,  thoughtful,  fair 
With  sweet  remedial  peace ; 

Stiller  by  far  than  when  I slept, 

But  gone  the  aching  mood ; 

Sky,  air,  and  earth  hushed  vigil  kept 
O’er  some  new  birth  of  good. 

I took  the  omen  of  the  hour ; 

My  heart  grew  calm  again, 

Stilled  with  the  consciousness  of  power, 
Superber  after  pain. 

Not  wildly  glad,  but  strong  in  peace 
I faced  without  dismay, 

Like  dew-drenched  flowers  and  dreaming  trees, 
The  issue  of  the  day. 
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THE  SONG  OF  THE  BEASTS. 


The  old  red  days  have  vanished 

When  we  ruled  the  wild  young  earth  ; 
From  our  forests  we  are  banished, 
Where  our  Lordship  came  to  birth, 
Where  we,  with  love  and  slaying, 

With  roaring  and  with  neighing, 

The  Lords  of  all,  were  swaying 
The  world  with  mighty  mirth. 

We  loved  the  Earth  our  mother, 

Her  blood  ran  in  our  veins  ; 

We  cried  one  to  the  other, 

As  we  felt  her  joys  and  pains, 

Of  rage  and  fight  and  laughter, 

Of  love  and  lust  that  waft  her, 

With  no  thought  of  the  hereafter, 
Through  the  sunshine  and  the  rains. 

Now  the  old  red  days  have  vanished, 
We  are  brutish,  dull  and  old  ; 

From  our  forests  we  are  banished 
And  our  souls  are  bought  and  sold : 
For  you’re  the  Lords  of  all  things  now, 
Lords  of  ox  and  ass  and  cow 
Lords  of  goat  and  ape  and  sow — 

Pray,  Sir,  pray,  Madam,  what  art  thou  ? 
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LINES  WRITTEN  AT  DUSK  IN  THE 
GREAT  COURT. 


How  beautiful,  how  sweet,  how  soft,  how  still 
O venerable  cloister,  grave  but  kind  ; 

In  the  soft  light  I gaze  upon  thee  till 
Thou  art  become  a portion  of  my  mind  : 

Thou  who  dost  animate  the  whole, 

Thou  disembodied  soul. 

This  summer  night  the  stilly  earth  doth  lie 
Waiting  the  kiss  of  him  she  loves  so  well ; 

The  soft  night  wind  that  steals  so  gently  by, 
And  sighs  his  longing  lover’s  tale  to  tell, 
Lightly  bestirs  her  fragrant  hair 
And  passion-fills  the  air. 

Passion  ! Ah,  what  a passion  lades  the  night ! 
These  scents  of  eve,  the  incense  of  her  hair, 

This  June  night-wafted  smell,  this  mellow  light, 
Suggest  soft  thoughts  of  love  to  many  a pair 
Of  evening  lovers  wandering  far 
To  greet  the  Passion  Star. 

Oh,  night  divine,  when  lovely  Nature  sinks 
Into  her  lover’s  arms,  and  there  resigns 

Herself  to  him  ; when  dying  daylight  drinks 
The  cup  of  twilight  love,  and  then  reclines 
His  head  upon  her  breast,  and  dies 
While  gazing  in  her  eyes. 
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“ But  what  is  love  to  me  and  mine?”  you  say, 
Old  cloister  cold.  More  than  you  know  for  me, 
For  you  were  warmed  by  the  last  kiss  of  day, 
And  then  your  spirit  sprang  from  out  you,  free, 
Forgot  the  monkish  rule  of  yore, 

And  felt  the  classic  lore. 

That  spirit  only  knew  the  faith  of  love, 

Believed  within  your  walls,  and  worshipped  here 
As  in  old  Hellas.  Ancient  gods  above 

Looked  down  and  smiled  to  see  we  still  held  dear 
The  secret  of  eternal  youth — 

The  everlasting  Truth. 


11 


NINGAMUS  SERTA  ROSARUM. 


When  Summer  comes  with  all  her  wealth, 
And  all  her  splendour,  all  her  flowers, 

Her  golden  skies,  her  treey  towers, 

Her  long  noons,  and  her  thunder-showers, 
Ah,  do  not  count  the  brilliant  hours, 

The  brilliant  hours  warm  with  health  ! 

And  the  vast  stillness  of  the  night, 

The  endless  stars  that  gloam  and  gleam, 
The  mystery  of  the  milky  stream, 

And  the  pale  moon  whose  eyelids  seem 
To  sink  and  sink  through  dream  to  dream 
Let  it  all  vanish  with  the  light ! 

Ah,  for  one  taste  of  the  old  joy, 

The  old  delight  that  never  stayed 
To  weep  because  the  roses  fade, 

But  flew  beneath  the  dappled  shade 
With  the  light  footsteps  of  a maid, 

The  Pagan  scampers  of  a boy. 

We  live  a shackled  life;  and  I, 

Ere  the  dim  voice  of  Winter  call, 

As  in  a Roman  carnival, 

Would  gladly  feel  the  blossoms  fall 
And  fall  and  fall  and  cover  all, 

And  laugh  and  kiss  them,  and  so  die. 
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LIFE. 


A spacious  garden  : here  are  flowers, 

There  choking  weeds. 

Here  shall  you  spend  some  pleasant  hours, 
There  sigh  o’er  past  misdeeds. 

Some  love  the  place,  and  some  it  irks  to  stay. 
These  have  their  remedy  : 

Close  by, 

Within  the  reach  of  all, 

Dark  clusters  of  a richer  grape 
Hang  on  the  enclosing  wall, 

And  offer  quick  escape 
To  whosoe’er  may  dare  this  way. 


THREE  LYRICS 

FROM 


“MELUSINE. 
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I. — (The  Fool  sings.) 

I came  to  you,  and  I remain  : 

I came  with  sorrow  in  my  train, 

And  you  ask  freedom  now  in  vain. 

Lilies  on  lilies,  blinding  white, 

I strowed  for  you  to  charm  your  sight ; 
But  now  you  shudder  at  their  light. 

Roses  I brought,  a sea  of  red 
That  rises  now  above  your  head 
And  stifles  you  with  waves  of  lead. 

Laughter  I brought,  that  caught  in  nets 
Your  bleeding  heart,  and  thereon  whets 
Cruel  teeth  that  click  like  castanets. 

I brought  you  smiles  that  turned  to  tears 
I brought  you  hopes  that  now  are  fears  ; 
And  what  I hid  again  appears. 

I come  to  all,  and  I remain  ; 

I come  with  sorrow  in  my  train, 

And  who  asks  freedom  asks  in  vain. 
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II. — (The  Fool  sings.) 

Along  close  lawns  the  moonlight  calls 
And  beckons  on  to  liberty  ; 

Across  the  ruined  garden  walls 
Goes  a fantastic  pageantry. 

The  forms  I loved,  the  shapes  I knew, 

With  whom  I walked  unseen  of  all, 

Where  the  garden  path  was  dark  with  yew, 
Are  passing  over  the  ruined  wall. 

Out  from  beyond  the  ruined  wall, 

Where  wood  and  plain  and  hill  and  hollow 

Are  lain  in  silence,  comes  a call 
That  bids  me  follow,  and  I follow. 
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III. — (Melusine  sings.) 

ALDUBAR. 

Aldubar  dreaming  heard 
A voice  like  the  song  of  a bird — 

Sweet  and  clear  and  low. 

“ Arise,  O Aldubar,  and  go 
With  speed  to  the  river  side  ” ; 

And  hearkened  to  the  call : 

Sought  the  river  and  there  espied, 

Rocking  gently  with  the  tide, 

An  ivory  boat  and  none  therein  : 

Only  a dark  and  heavy  pall 
Shrouded  a form  he  could  not  see, 

Lying  prone  in  the  midst  of  it. 

And  as  he  gazed  a bird  alit 

On  the  carven  prow,  and  called  “ Enter  in, 

Enter  in  : fear  is  sin.” 

He  stepped  aboard,  and  as  if  alive, 

Guided  by  no  human  hand, 

The  boat  glided  off  from  land 

Down  the  river,  to  the  sound 

Of  far-off  music.  All  around 

The  calm  night  rested  in  a peace  unbroken 

By  stir  of  leaf  or  by  word  spoken  ; 

And  above  there  shimmered  bright 
Star  on  star  that,  burning  golden, 

Watched  the  boat  as  in  swift  flight, 
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By  no  mortal  eye  beholden, 

It  passed  along  the  river. 

And  as  it  passed  the  distant  music  ever 
To  Aldubar  more  joyous  seemed  to  be, 

Till,  past  a sudden  bend,  the  boat 
Entered  a lilied  lake  of  mystery, 

And,  guided  by  no  pilot, 

Made  for  a glistening  islet 
That  shone  an  emerald  afloat 
In  a sea  of  sapphire.  The  first  ray 
Of  dawn  shone  faint  in  the  sky  above 
As  a band  of  virgins  took  their  way 
From  a temple  that  shone  amid  a grove 
Of  cypress  and  pine  on  the  rocky  crown 
Of  the  mystic  isle,  and  marched  slowly  down 
To  meet  the  boat.  No  word  fell  there  : 
Silent  they  raised  the  pall,  revealing 
The  form  of  a youth  whose  golden  hair 
Fell  o’er  his  face,  but  half  concealing 
A gush  of  red  that  seemed  still  flowing 
From  his  closed  eyelids : then,  raising  him, 
Up  to  the  temple  took  their  way, 

And  vanished  as  the  sun’s  first  ray 
Fell  on  it,  and  the  land  was  glowing 
In  all  the  glory  of  the  fair  new  day. 
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SONNET. 


To  you  life  like  a summer  garden  glows 
With  all  the  brilliance  of  abundant  flowers, 
And  on  you  shines,  through  unmolested  hours, 
The  radiance  of  your  love’s  imperial  rose. 
Your  sorrows  are  but  shadows;  happy  those 
Whose  passions  are  attuned  to  their  powers ; 
They  have  no  vision  of  the  gloomy  towers 
That  frown  upon  these  sense-illuding  shows. 
But  my  imagination  has  descried 
The  heights  whereto  the  hungry  soul  aspires  ; 
I have  conceived  the  beauty  of  my  bride, 

And  felt  in  dreams  her  devastating  fires, 
Which  leave  within  me,  waterless  and  wide, 
The  desert  of  my  infinite  desires. 
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SONNET. 


’Tis  many  a day  since  last  I saw  you,  dear, 

And  many  a day  grows  weary  in  the  soul ; 
Though  Time  stride  on  it  will  not  bring  more  near 
That  distant,  dreamed-of  moment,  hopeless  goal 
Which  my  fond  dreamings  falsely  conjure  ever, 
And  all  elusive  slip  the  straining  dream  ; 

Poor  brain-wrought  thing,  cease  from  your  sad 
endeavour ; 

I love  thee  not  the  less,  nor  thee  esteem 
Less  dear,  because  you  come  of  phantom  race. 

I see  her  dark  hair  and  majestic  eyes, 

Her  noble  symmetry  of  form  and  face, 

Proudest  of  all  the  mind  where  falsehood  dies  ; 
Not  thine  the  fault,  poor  phantom,  that  it  seems 
I scarcely  dare  to  love  her  but  in  dreams. 
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DEAD  LEAVES. 


How  you  rustled  on  your  branches, 
Lisping  silence  in  the  shade ; 

You  were  silent  when  Life  quickened 
Every  twig  and  root  and  blade. 

Ah  ! you  lithe  tongues  of  the  forest, 
Sere  and  shrivelled  now  you  lie ; 
There’s  a charnel  smell  about  you, 
Yet  you  cackle,  creak,  and  cry. 

Is  it  some  hoarse  cry  of  Nature, 
Hidden  in  mysterious  gloom  ? 

Do  you  weave  the  pall  of  Summer  ? 
Do  you  wail  for  Summer’s  doom  ? 

How  you  cackle  ’neath  my  footsteps ! 

Do  you  mock  me,  call  me  slave  ? 
You  were  silent  in  the  Sunshine, — 
Now  be  silent  in  the  grave. 

Once  I too  stood  in  the  Sunshine, 
Life  was  ringing  loud  for  me, 

And  my  whole  soul  sprang  to  answer 
As  I sang  triumphantly. 
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Then  my  summer  faded  from  me, 

As  it  faded  out  from  you, 

And  it  left  my  whole  soul  shrivelled, 

As  it  left  you  shrivelled  too. 

Yet  you  mock  and  groan  and  cackle, 
Empty  chatter,  labour  vain — 

But  I cloaked  my  woe  in  silence, 

Bound  my  soul  with  iron  chain. 

All  your  cackle  raises  laughter 

’ Mongst  the  gods  who  call  you  slave, 
They  it  was  who  smote  our  summers — 
So  be  silent  in  the  grave. 


SECTION  II. 
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AT  THE  OTHER  BAR. 


Come,  let  me  in  ! — it’s  only  just  eleven : 

There’s  the  last  stroke  now.  No  one’s  looking  on  ; 
And  you’re  not  generally  particular 
When  it’s  old  friends.  You  won’t  ? Oh,  yes,  you  will, 
Like  a good  girl!  What’s  up?  No,  I’m  not  drunk — 
Haven’t  touched  drink  all  day,  so  ’elp  me  Gawd  ! 
And  want  it  now.  Flushed  am  I,  shaky  too? 

Well,  it’s  not  drink.  I’ve  had  to  run,  you  see — 
Run  like  the  wind.  The  coppers?  Not  this  time. 
These  London  streets  have  sights  to  turn  one’s  tail 
Besides  the  Law’s  blue  arm.  There,  that’s  a dear ! 
A four  of  brandy.  See,  I’ll  pay  you  down ; 

Don’t  give  me  change : I’ll  work  it  off  in  kind. 

It’s  steadying  stuff.  My  heart  was  like  a ram 
Bumping  my  ribs.  Don’t  look  so  cross,  my  dear, 
And  turn  your  head.  We  used  to  be  such  friends. 
You  liked  me  ’cos  they  called  me  “ gentleman,” 

And  ’cos  the  drink  was  quieter  in  me — 

Brought  out  less  beast,  no,  half  unveiled  the  god 
They  say  there’s  in  us.  What  is  it  to-night 
That  makes  you  change  just  when  I want  a friend  ? 
Don’t  I remember?  On  my  honour,  no. 

Well — oh,  but  come,  you’re  thinking  still  of  that  ? 
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I was  wrong,  I admit  it.  I was  drunk — 

Had  been  at  it  all  day — you  might  have  known  ; 
And  then  ’twas  half  your  fault — you  shouldn’t  walk 
Down  lonely  alleys  with  your  skirts  held  high 
And  talk  of  things  you  talked  of.  I’m  no  saint, 

No  Galahad,  to  take  maids  under  wing 
And  convoy  them  without  a kiss  for  pay. 

Come,  am  I ? Anyhow,  you  got  off  safe 
All  but  a kiss ; and  you’ve  been  kissed  before. 
“Seventeen  and  kissed  all  over”;  what  was  that 
You  said  that  made  us  laugh  the  other  night 
When  someone  started  teasing  for  your  age  ? 

You  will  forget  now,  won’t  you  ? Show  we’re  friends, 
And  take  a glass  of  anything  you  like 
To  drown  remembrance  of  such  follies  in. 

I’ll  stand  the  shot.  To  the  good  Genius!  Oh, 

You  don’t  know  Greek.  I talk  Greek  when  I’m  drunk. 
I’ve  noticed  there’s  a devil  in  the  drink — 

A female  fiend,  I fancy — cranked,  perverse, 

A kind  of  alcoholic  Ariel, 

Lover  of  tricks,  who  likes  to  cloud  your  mind 
With  just  one  glass  on  days  when  work’s  to  do; 
And  then  some  night,  when  all  your  wearied  brain 
Glows  like  a furnace,  and  your  heart’s  one  ache, 
And  every  way  you  turn  your  eyes  they  see 
Old  friends,  old  faces,  things  far  best  forgot 
That  God  calls  up  remorseless  from  the  past 
To  sear  our  souls  and  give  Him  sport  an  hour. 
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Then  when  you  turn  to  drink  such  sights  away 
She  (that’s  the  fiend  I spoke  of)  gelds  the  glass, 
Makes  it  like  water : no,  far  worse  than  that, 

Gives  it  some  cursed  power  to  thrill  each  nerve 
With  double  feeling,  quicken  every  thought, 

Make  vivider  each  picture,  and  dry  tears 
It  were  so  good  to  shed  at  such  a time ; 

Till  memory  hems  you  round  with  walls  of  flame 
Closer  and  closer  pressing,  no  escape. 

Along  whate’er  crazed  track  of  thought  you  plunge 
Each  leads  you  back  to  that  worst  hell — yourself. 
Glass  follows  glass,  and  so  the  torture  grows, 

Till,  strained  to  bursting,  sudden  stops  your  heart; 
Blind  blanks  your  bram,  and  down  you  crash — a log, 
To  taste  the  joys  of  coming  to  at  last, 

Spitting  the  filthy  dregs  off  black  scorched  tongue  ; 
Eyes  bloated  bullets,  hands  mere  jerky  claws, 
Tremulous,  sick,  and  prime  ill — still  yourself. 

I’m  so  to-night;  But  no,  don’t  be  afraid! — 

I won’t  drop  here.  A half  hour’s  quiet  talk, 

Your  woman’s  soothing  chatter,  and  I’ll  go 
Back  home  again  to  fight  my  ghosts  alone. 

My  ghosts!  You  giggle ! Strange  that  I should  see 
Phantoms  more  human  than  the  reptile  shapes 
That  punish  a debauch  ! I do,  though,  scores 
And  scores  of  them  ; but  never  till  to-night 
Out  of  my  room  ; and  then — oh  God  ! I reel 
Sick  with  the  sight  still.  How  the  gas  lamps’  light 
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Flickered  like  obscene  fingers  o’er  her  face, 

Pale  ’neath  the  paint,  the  large  eyes  blank  and  dull 
Like  windows  of  a house  that  holds  a corpse, 

The  body  rigid. 

Shall  I tell  you  all  ? 

I must  tell  someone,  must  talk  out  myself. 

Why  not  to  you  ? You  wouldn’t  understand, 

You  who  eat,  drink,  and  sleep,  whose  highest  hope 
Is  that  some  day  you’ll  half  storm,  half  caress 
The  Boss  into  making  an  honest  woman  of  you. 

I don’t  want  understanding,  sympathy ; 

I only  want  to  talk.  While  one  keeps  dumb 
These  vampires  bloat  and  batten.  Shape  them  out 
In  words  to  someone  half  their  horror’s  gone. 
They’re  like  fine  drawings  dilettanti  hide 
Out  of  the  light  that  fades  their  subtler  lines. 

They  call  me  “gentleman,”  you  know;  half  sneer 
And  half  respect  for  something  I possess, 

Some  trifling  knack  of  carriage  and  of  speech 
That  makes  me  as  less  bestial  than  themselves. 

I was  one  once,  though — came  of  honest  stock : 
Parson  and  soldier,  soldier,  parson  again, 

Sound  alternation  through  two  hundred  years  ; 
Nowise  remarkable  for  honours  or  deeds, 

But  good  plain  folk,  stiff  with  a good  plain  pride 
That  starched  their  necks  against  the  fungus  brood 
Of  mustard  Baronet  and  candle  Knight, 

Marquis  of  bacon  and  Duke  brewed  in  vats, 
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Poor  as  you  like.  That’s  where  the  rub  came  in — 
For  me,  at  least — me  whom  they  meant  should  serve 
Our  holier  patron,  since  my  brains  were  quick, 

Win  to  a Fellowship  or  Canonry, 

Glebe,  roses,  port,  and  Aristophanes. 

I passed  through  school  with  credit  and  some  praise  ; 
Then  came  the  ’Varsity — Oxford.  Magic  name  ! 

You  who  rot  here  breathe  beer  and  stale  black  shag, 
Never  see  anything  but  heaped-up  roofs, 

With  now  and  then  a Music  Hall  front  lit  up 
In  architectural  triumph,  what  should  you, 

What  can  you,  know  or  guess  or  realise 
Of  the  grave  town  that  throws  her  spires  aloft 
O’er  sentinel  poplars  and  dreams  her  stone  dreams 
In  which  the  moments  are  whole  centuries, 

With,  as  it  were,  a sleepy  tolerance 
For  all  the  generous,  noisy,  youthful  life 
Poured  through  her  streets  ? How  can  I show  it  you  ? 
Lordly  Tom  Gate,  and  self-possessed  All  Souls, 

The  Isis  churned  with  flashing  oars  and  deaf 
With  emulous  shouting  ; or  the  peaceful  Cher 
Dappled  with  shifting  shadows,  willow-grey  ; 

John’s  Gardens’  timeless  calm.  All  beauty’s  there 
At  any  hour,  in  shadowless  clear  dawn, 

Fierce  noon  ; but  best  at  evening,  summer  night, 
With  Magdalen  tower  God’s  finger  through  the  dusk 
Against  the  peach-bloom  bars  that  shut  the  High 
As  you  trudge  in  from  Iffley. 
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And  the  life — 

The  life  of  racing  pulses,  tireless  limbs, 

Hearts  fervent  with  youth’s  first  fine  generous  fire, 
And  lips  that  never  can  let  laughter  go  ! 

I tell  you,  sometimes  in  the  shapeless  nights 
It  all  comes  back  to  me — the  kind  embrace 
Of  strong  young  arms,  the  boyish  serious  talk 
That  roamed  so  far  and  passed  the  hours  so  fast, 
One  scarcely  could  believe  that  dawn  peered  in 
Grey  on  the  splendid  dreams  the  wine  had  raised. 
It  makes  my  eyeballs  prick  and  smart  with  tears. 
Don’t  grin,  who  never  cry  unless  you’re  struck 
Or  semi-maudlin  ! Let  me  hurry  on  : 

Where  was  I ? Oh,  yes,  at  my  halcyon  days. 

My  halcyon  days,  not  all  unclouded  though, 

For  I was  poor,  and  Oxford’s  not  the  place 
For  empty  pockets,  unless  you’re  content 
To  play  the  smug,  see  no  one,  and  read  hard, 
With  dusty  dons’  approval  for  reward. 

’Twasn’t  my  way.  I wanted  life,  and  lived — 
Cards,  supper,  jaunts  to  London,  dashing  friends, 
Smart  rooms  (blue  china  was  the  rage  just  then). 
They  all  cost  money,  though.  So  one  fine  day 
I woke  to  find  myself  rotten  with  debts, 

And  not  a stiver.  What  was  I to  do  ? 

I couldn’t  turn  to  home,  where  screw  and  pinch 
Made  precious  cheese-parings  and  candle  ends, 
That  I,  the  clever  one,  might  have  my  chance. 

I couldn’t  tell  them.  And  then  came  an  hour 


29 


When — oh,  you  know — I’m  not  the  first  who’s  failed 
Before  a cheque-book  and  a handy  pen. 

Nine  out  of  ten  would  have  succumbed  as  I, 

And  then  escaped  scot  free.  I was  the  tenth, 

Fate  hated.  Well,  he  wouldn’t  prosecute  ; 

He’d  been  my  friend,  you  see,  and  begged  me  off 
(He’s  high  in  office  now  with  half  my  brains). 

I had  to  go  ; and  then  began  a time 
111  to  look  back  on  down  at  the  old  home 
Among  the  faces  lined  by  my  disgrace, 

The  heads  bowed  low  and  proud  eyes  grown  ashamed 
After  so  many  years  of  facing  the  world 
With  conscious  probity.  I mooned  and  mouched, 
Passed  the  days  somehow,  fleshed  my  quill  first  then, 
And  at  the  last  fell  head  and  ears  in  love 
From  utter  boredom.  I remember  well 
The  day  when  first  I saw  her,  apple  bloom 
Drifted  down  on  her  hair  from  orchard  trees, 

And  lush  grass  to  her  ankles  ; just  seventeen, 

Fresh  as  a primrose  greensheathed  yesternight. 

And  I was  only  twenty,  and  sore  pressed 
For  someone  not  a symbol  of  reproach. 

She  didn’t  know  my  story,  didn’t  know 
Anything,  indeed,  save  that  the  sky  was  blue 
And  April  drawing  out  her  womanhood 
In  vague  strange  yearnings.  So  it  all  began. 

We  drifted  on,  she  an  unconscious  child, 

And  I — I swear  I never  meant  her  wrong ; 

Hardly  a thought  of  it  had  crossed  my  mind. 
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And  then  one  summer  evening,  scented  dusk, 

A darkling  lane,  her  soft  arms  round  my  neck, 

Her  mouth  abrim  with  kisses  warm  at  mine, — 

And — well,  I’m  no  saint  as  I said  before, 

No  Galahad;  I didn’t  mean  to  lie — 

Meant  all  I said.  I would  have  married  her. 

But  the  next  morning  brought  a chance  at  last, 

A letter  from  a friend  abroad — an  offer 
Of  work  well  paid,  a situation  sure, 

And  probable  advancement.  I must  start 
At  once  or  all  was  lost.  What  would  you  have  ? 
I’d  been  athirst  for  work,  mad  to  be  free 
From  the  grey  faces  and  the  silent  stabs 
You  get  from  faltering  voices,  lagging  steps. 

I’d  grown  to  hate  them  so.  I scrawled  a line, 
Promised  return — bade  her  have  heart — and  went. 
Perhaps  she  never  got  it ; you  can’t  trust 
Those  louts  of  country  folk  with  even  a note. 

She  never  answered  anyhow ; and  I — 

Well,  all  was  new  and  strange — a foreign  land, 
Fresh  faces,  colours,  thoughts,  and  work  to  do. 

I didn’t  mean,  God  knows  ! to  quite  forget. 

But,  there,  things  change  and  veer  so.  What  to-day 
Bulks  master  passion  dwindles  down  and  fades 
In  cold  to-morrow’s  grey  of  common  sense 
To  just  a youthful  folly  of  the  blood, 

A trifle  to  be  laughed  at  in  high  noon, 

A dream  to  wake  a stream  of  sentiment 
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When  sunset  or  still  midnight  prompts  to  thought 
And  recollection.  She  was  in  my  mind 
Often  enough,  you  understand,  but  changed — 

A shadow  from  the  past.  I used  to  plan 
What  had  befallen  her ; how  no  one  guessed 
Her  girlhood’s  trip — a mere  child’s  error ; how 
She  settled  down  joined  to  some  worthy  Hodge, 
Played  wife  and  mother,  and  how  sometimes,  when, 
The  day’s  work  over,  she  could  stand  and  rest 
In  the  warm  twilight,  she  remembered  me. 

Such  fancies  grew  to  have  a curious  charm— 
Became  a kind  of  sanctuary  to  seek, 

From  the  wild  life  I drifted  soon  into: 

A breath  of  something  pure  across  the  reek 
Of  filth  and  prurience  of  the  third-rate  East 
That  I had  gone  to.  I soon  failed  again, 

Publicly  this  time  : lost  my  place,  and  sank 
Deeper  into  the  dead  sea  that  chokes  my  kind. 

I drifted  on.  There’s  scarce  a trade,  I think, 

I’ve  not  plied  in  my  time,  and  scarce  a town 
In  Europe  and  Asia  that  hasn’t  seen 
My  name  grow  spottier  and  curled  its  nose 
At  my  ill  odour.  And  still  through  the  shame, 

The  want,  the  crime,  I clung  to  that  one  dream — 
The  happy  wife  and  mother,  one  at  least 
Who’d  taken  no  harm  from  me,  who  prayed,  mayhap, 
For  the  man  God  must  tire  of  hearing  cursed — 
The  pariah  and  outcast. 


32 


I drifted  on  ; 

Saw  men  and  cities,  like  the  Ithacan, 

Till  some  chance  brought  me  home  again.  Home ! 
home  ! 

The  world  curled  dog-lips  at  me,  spitting  scorn. 

My  home  had  clean  forgotten  me,  of  course ; 

Had  spent  the  intervening  years  in  living  down 
The  ill-fame  I had  brought  it.  Oh  don’t  think 
I sought  to  wake  its  memory.  Let  them  go, 

My  kin — the  stone  cold  and  respectable. 

I ask  no  favours  of  them.  Come,  don’t  yawn  ! 

I’m  near  the  end  now. 

You  know  how  I live 

The  blank  years  through  now;  how  I drink  and  drink, 
Get  sober  enough  to  earn  a coin  or  two, 

My  pen  a prostitute  to  any  itch 
The  publishers  can  tickle,  and  then  drink 
Blindness  upon  me  once  again.  You  wondered 
Why  I was  flush  to-night.  I saw  your  eyes 
Grow  wide  as  I laid  ready  money  down 
For  all  I’ve  had.  I’ve  been  saving,  you  know. 
What  for  ? I’ll  tell  you.  There’s  one  luxury 
Men  keep  on  needing,  when  they  get  like  me, 

That  costs  you  more  than  drink.  You  understand  ? 
Don’t  blush  ; you  know  my  meaning.  Well,  I went 
Where  such  joys  flaunt  for  sale — the  market  place 
Of  curious  goods,  no  hundred  miles  away. 

It’s  cold  and  wet  to-night,  and  gas-lamps  miss 
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Their  usual  throng.  I roamed  along  a street 
I’d  often  fished  before,  and  ne’er  a voice 
Clamoured  for  custom,  ne’er  a petticoat 
Whisked  invitation  at  me.  Then  I turned 
Down  a dark  court,  tall  buildings  looming  black 
On  either  hand.  I meant  to  reach  a lane 
I’d  ne’er  known  fail  me  at  starvation  point. 

When  sudden  from  a gateway  shot  a hand, 
Grappled  my  sleeve,  and  checked  me  with  a start. 
A face  was  thrust  in  mine  ; a voice  began 
Some  one  of  the  people’s  Venus’  outworn  lures. 

A lamp  blown-blue  jerked  heaving  light  and  shade 
Across  the  place  and  made  it  hard  to  see. 

I peered  down  blindly,  mind  not  yet  made  up 
(I’ve  some,  taste  still  in  women  as  in  books); 

Then  with  a shriek  drew  back,  and  caught  the  cold, 
Firm,  brutally  real  lamp-post,  part  support 
For  frame  struck  helpless,  part  stern  evidence 
No  nightmare  horror’s  fingers  choked  my  breath. 
She  paused  astonished,  half  afraid,  may  be, 
Unrecognising  wholly,  shot  a laugh 
Over  thin  lips  the  paint  lay  on  like  glue, 

Stretched  her  face  forward  in  the  lamplight’s  ring, 
And  chattered  chaff  of  some  kind.  There  I hung ; 
Not  amazed,  mind  you  ; not  ashamed,  nor  shocked, 
Nor  penitent,  but  only  so  afraid. 

D’you  know  what  fear  is,  not  the  common  sort 
Of  blows  or  gaol  or  sickness — nay,  or  death — 
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But  fear  that  dries  your  soul  and  chills  your  brain, 
Loosens  each  nerve  and  muscle,  bids  you  gape 
Loud-toothed  upon  the  horror  for  mere  lack 
Of  power  or  will  to  turn  your  head  away  ? 

Minutes  or  aeons — what  was  time  to  me 
While  I lolled  there  and  saw  the  old  spectre  life 
Draw  from  her  face  the  veil  and  look  her  worst 
Straight  in  my  eyes  ? It  can’t  have  been  so  long 
Before  my  stupid  silence  brought  a curse, 

An  odorous  obscenity  round  and  full, 

Out  of  the  mouth  I’d  dreamed  of  murmuring  prayers 
Over  a child’s  bed  for  her  early  love. 

She  turned  away.  My  nerves  grew  stiff  again, 

My  muscles  supple.  I used  to  run  the  mile 
For  Oxford  once.  No  Queen’s  Club  track  e’er  felt 
Feet  throb  and  beat  as  mine  did  then  away 
From  the  fell  sight,  the  wild  fear  fast  agrip, 

And  plying  lash  and  goad.  I flew,  not  ran — 

Scents  agitatus  Orestes — what’s  the  line  ? 

The  poor  torn  soul  I loved  so  in  the  play, 

With  all  his  human  vengeance  made  so  small 
By  those  dire  shapes  that  leaped  forth  from  the  act. 
Headlong  I sped.  The  night  seemed  full  of  eyes — 
Cold,  calm,  hard  eyes  of  judgment,  moon  and  stars, 
Lamps,  lighted  windows,  every  one  a glance — 

And  that  glance  scorn.  I turned  and  dodged  and 
screwed, 

Racing  away,  not — not  from  her — no — no  ; 
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Just  from  myself — the  self  I’d  seen  at  last. 

Cold  tears  leaped  from  my  eyes,  and  joined  the  sweat 
My  brow  poured  forth  ; thought,  soul,  went  flickering 
• down, 

Browbeat  and  blown  by  that  appalling  fear. 

I stopped  at  last  for  breath  ; then  made  for  this, 

The  cowed  brute  in  me  following  instinct’s  lead. 

The  God’s  no  Moloch  after  all,  I think, 

Who  gives  us  brandy  as  the  blessed  stream 
To  cool  the  soul’s  worn  feet,  and  cheat  the  scent 
Of  conscience  with  her  hot  breath  at  your  back — 
Brandy  ! No  more  ? You  won’t — then  I must  go. 
Where  shall  I go,  though  ? Home  ? I can’t  go  home, 
To  lie  all  night  and  see  her  face  take  shape, 

Fierce  in  the  dark,  and  trace  its  girlhood’s  lines 
The  devil’s  lecherous  hands  have  wrung  awry, 

The  mouth  a chalice  lipped  by  Satanists, 

The  eyes  like  pools  some  reeking  sewer  has  fouled, 
The  hair — that  hair  I’ve  kissed  a thousand  times 
Woven  up  into  a mesh — a net  of  hell. 

There’s  one  place  left;  you  know  it  ? where  the  bridge 

Blackens  the  water  rushing  underneath 

Slap — slap  against  the  arches  ; and  you  wait, 

Roam  to  and  fro  till  everybody’s  gone, 

And  London’s  heart  beats  on  in  you  alone. 

Then,  with  a dash  you  mount  the  parapet 

And  drop — drop — till  the  cold  arms  clasp  you  close, 

The  foul  dank  kiss  blocks  nostrils,  lips,  and  eyes, 
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The  great  kind  river  sucks  you  out  of  sight. 

I wonder  should  I struggle — try  to  scream  ? 

Would  the  brute  lust  of  life  be  quick  in  me 
For  one  last  effort  ? Should  I raise  my  head 
For  a final  glimpse  of  stars  and  moon  and  heaven  ? 
Or  just  be  reconciled,  and  sink  down — down — 

To  the  mud  and  hungry  eels  without  a care  ? 

What  ? Well,  don’t  shove  ! I’ll  go  then.  Have 
your  way  ! 

Two  shillings  owing  ? No — I’m  cleaned  out  now — 
Best  chalk  it  up  against  me.  I’ll  forego 
The  river  till  to-morrow — pay  you  firsts 
Think  differently  by  then  most  likely.  Well, 

I’m  gone.  The  street’s  clear.  I must  run  again 
Lest  she  have  tracked  me.  Kiss  the  boss  for  me, 
And — faugh — the  night  air  and  the  spirits.  There, 
I’d  nearly  tripped.  Right  now.  Good  night,  my  dear. 


SECTION  III. 
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DREAMLAND. 


A land  all  covered  with  a golden  haze, 

A land  of  lingering  nights  and  dallying  days, 
A land  where  poets  have  their  praise 
From  rose-red  lip  and  lily  hand  : 

A land  where  all  the  Seasons  meet 
To  pour  their  riches  at  the  feet 
Of  laughing  lovers  flushed  and  fleet, 

My  own  dreamland. 


A land  of  sheltered  walks  and  shady  bowers, 
Roofed  with  a glittering  rain  of  riotous  flowers, 
A land  of-  pleasant  thoughts  and  restful  hours, 
A land  of  sunset  peace  and  light, 

Where  singing  minstrels  take  their  way 
Along  green  lawns  or  languid  lay 
Them  down  on  flowers  when  peaceful  Day 
Ushers  in  peaceful  Night. 
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A PRISONER'S  COMPLAINT. 


I am  in  thrall  to  the  Queen  Merciless  whose 
breath 

Is  sweet  of  life  and  death  : 

I am  anhungered,  and  she  gives  me  mingled  gall 
And  honey  therewithal  : 

I am  athirst,  and  she  gives  me  to  drink  of  tears 
Warm  from  the  spring  of  years : 

I am  aweary,  and  she  lays  upon  me  toil 
And  moil  on  toil  and  moil : 

I ask  for  freedom,  and  her  bars  imprison  me, 
Gilded  in  mockery : 

I ask  for  death,  the  sweetest  gift  she  hath  to 
give, 

And  she  still  bids  me  live. 
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PEREUNT  ET  IMPUTANTUR. 


When  the  crops  are  clear, 

When  the  crops  are  clear  and  over, 

Then  comes  the  time  for  thinking  on  the  old 
forgotten  days ; 

For  the  Autumn  time  is  near, 

With  the  cutting  of  the  clover, 

The  scent  of  dying  clover  in  the  old  melodious 
ways. 

When  the  crops  are  clear, 

And  the  fields  look  brown  and  dreary, 

Then  come  the  long  dead  memories  to  haunt  us 
from  the  grave ; 

Then  the  sad  brain-ghosts  appear, 

With  their  plainings,  old  and  weary, 

Of  the  passions  that  were  strangled  when  the 
heart  was  young  and  brave. 

When  the  crops  are  clear, 

And  the  garish  sun  is  streaming, 

When  Summer  hears  the  death-watch  call,  and 
Winter  is  not  born, 

And  the  thing  that  once  was  dear 
Sets  the  wounded  fancy  dreaming 
On  the  twisted,  strangled  corpses  in  the  brilliant 
loveless  morn. 
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When  all  the  fields  are  clear, 

And  the  harvest ’s  gone  and  over, 

And  the  cruel  fangs  of  Winter  gnaw 
earth  and  sky, 

Then  good-bye  to  Time  and  Fear, 
For  the  kindly  earth  will  cover ; 

But  I sometimes  sit  and  wonder, 
memories  ever  die  ? 


at  barren 


Can  the 
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DREAMS. 


i. 

0 shadow  faces,  through  the  veil 

Of  wild  unslumbrous  dreams  your  pale 
Remembered  forms  with  laugh  or  wail 
Surge  onward,  flitting  mockeries. 

1 hear  Pan-music  of  your  throng ; 

In  crowded  street,  in  woods,  along 

The  white  sea-shore,  your  beckoning  song 
Calls  me  to  join  your  revelries. 


ii. 

You  call  to  me  across  the  deep 
Of  turbid  waves  to  climb  the  steep 
To  golden  Death  and  silver  sleep, 

And  join  your  misty  shadow  flights  ; 
Each  beckoning  face  to  me  is  known 
As  my  own  soul ; but  swift  has  flown 
The  form,  and  I am  left  alone, 

Strive  I to  scale  the  sundering  heights. 
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hi. 

Shall  I then  never  clasp  one  hand 
Of  all  that  beckon  from  that  land, 
Where  you  in  twinkling  numbers  stand 
And  syren-voiced  call  to  me : 

Thou,  maiden  with  the  smiling  eyes, 
Whose  soul  my  hot  embraces  flies 
Into  the  Night’s  dark  mysteries, 

Shall  my  arms  still  be  void  of  thee  ? 


iv. 

And  thou,  dead  poet  with  the  wreath 
Of  violets  from  the  fields  of  Death, 
Whose  roving  curls  twine  underneath 
In  wild  unloosened  lavishness, 
Thy  face  about  me  night  and  day 
Is  flitting  and  the  sweet  dismay 
Of  thy  wild  song  has  found  a way 
To  weld  our  souls  to  singleness. 


v. 

And  yet  thou  too  art  but  a dream, 

A breath  upon  the  night,  a gleam 
Of  hidden  depths  and  heights  supreme 
In  infinite  immensity  ; 

For  do  I stretch  a hand,  the  Night 
Of  sundering  waves  has  quenched  thy  light, 
And  the  sweet  fruit  of  my  delight 

Has  vanished  in  the  severing  sea. 
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VI. 

The  longing  of  my  lost  desire 
Falls  withered,  for  Death’s  living  fire 
That  flickers  through  your  haunting  choir 
Can  mate  not  with  cold  clay  of  Life 
So  I through  the  slow  darkening  years 
Am  barred  your  land  by  fiery  tears ; 

The  iron  chain  of  Life  appears 

A bond  that  blunts  the  human  knife. 

VII. 

Fill  me  then  full  the  fiery  red 
Sweet  cup  of  Death  empotioned, 

For  I would  join  the  peopled  dead 
Away  out  on  your  silver  shore, 

And  there  upon  the  marge  of  Time 
With  rhythmic  feet  and  ghostly  rhyme 
Dance  in  a whirl  of  dreams  sublime 
Upon  the  mystic  ocean  floor. 
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NARCISSUS. 


O face  so  fair  seen  in  the  lilies’  light, 

If  I should  stoop  to  kiss  thee,  straight  the  bright 
Image  would  fade  and  the  cold  waters  meet 
The  ardours  of  my  passion.  Shimmering,  fleet, 
Child  of  the  waters  and  the  light-wing’d  breeze 
That  mars  thy  beauty  to  create  it  new, 

Form  image  of  my  form,  yet  not  mine True, 

No  other  may  possess  thee  : if  I please 
None  shall  see  thee  again  in  any  place, 

None  wonder  at  the  glory  of  thy  face, 

None  gaze  upon  the  eyes  of  sleeping  fire, 

The  lips  that  tempt  and  mock  a man’s  desire, 
Or  play  with  shadows  in  thy  tangled  hair. 

Nathless  thou  art  not  mine  O face  so  fair  : 
Seen  in  the  tremulous  light  of  wind-stirred  leaves 
Thy  image  comes  and  goes,  and  half  deceives, 
Seeming  alive  and  other  than  my  own, 

The  goddess,  maybe,  of  this  wooded  stream. 

Ah  no  ; for  when  enraptured  I stoop  down 
To  join  my  lips  to  thy  lips,  the  sweet  dream 
Is  shattered,  and  I start  back  to  see 
The  perfect  image  again  mocking  me. 
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Wert  thou  not  mine,  thou  might’st  be  mine  indeed. 
Strange  cruelty  the  high  gods  have  decreed 
Making  us  one  to  part  us  evermore  : 

Flesh  of  my  flesh,  thou  mayst  not  mix  with  me, 
Nor  try  the  weapons  of  love’s  armoury; 

Nay,  love’s  sweet  fruits  and  their  sweet-bitter  core 
Are  not  for  me,  by  sterile  passions  fired, 
Hopeless,  at  once  desirous  and  desired. 

Over  the  limpid  stream’s  low  edge  I lean : 

I speak,  and  thy  lips  move  as  answering. 

Ah  Love,  I cannot  hear  the  words  you  say : 
Only  the  placid  fountain’s  murmuring 
Breaks  the  long  languour  of  the  summer  day. 
Would  I were  yon  sunbeam  to  dart  between 
The  shimmering  leaves  and  draw  you  up  to  me 
That  we  might  float  together  through  the  sea 
Of  buoyant  noontide  air  and  course  the  sky, 
Kissing  and  kissed,  in  one  long  ecstasy. 

O days  of  yearning  when  I see  thy  face 
Clearer  or  fainter  in  the  moving  streams  : 

O long,  long  nights  of  anguish  when  thy  grace 
Is  hidden  and  I fall  on  cruel  dreams 
Where  thou  art  mine,  and  wake  again  to  know 
That  what  else  may  be  this  shall  not  be  so. 

Surely  ’twere  better  that  the  morrow’s  sun 
Should  find  me  freed.  What  bliss  for  limbs  fordone 
And  weary  heart  and  spent  soul  here  to  lie 
Asleep  among  the  lilies  quietly. 
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SONNET:  TO 


White  Rose,  arising  in  this  wilderness 
Of  dreary  dwellings  and  adulterate  air, 

Wise  with  no  knowledge  and  no  thought — unless 
This  happy  thought  it  be,  that  you  are  fair ; 
Long  may  the  light  that  flashes  from  your  face 
Illumine  us  who  gaze,  and,  gazing,  see 
That  there  is  some  incomparable  grace, 

Though  we  deny  it,  in  virginity. 

You  have  no  heart,  or  else  a heart  that  sleeps 
Enchanted,  till  at  length — as  legends  tell — 
Some  fairy-favoured  seeker  overleaps 

The  magic  barrier  and  breaks  the  spell  ; 

But  spare  us  longer  yet,  mysterious  powers, 

This  bud  more  beautiful  than  full-blown  flowers  ! 
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A DREAM. 


Alone  as  wandering  in  the  old  sun’s  sight 

I groaned  that  you  were  sleeping  underground, 
And  that  no  pleasure  in  the  world  I found, 
Lost  in  my  life’s  intolerable  night, 

Sudden  there  rose  about  me,  darkly  bright, 

A blinding  mist,  and  I was  closed  around 
With  warmth  of  lithe  limbs  moving,  and  the 
sound 

Of  laughter  and  sweet  kisses  and  delight. 

Then  was  I caught  in  rapturous  embraces, 
Breathed  on  by  fiery  passion  ; — eyes  to  eyes 
And  lips  to  lips,  I fed  on  unseen  faces. 

One  form  I flung  and  fondled  without  end, 
Till,  struggling  to  the  daylight  with  my  prize, 

I knew  it  for  my  long-since-buried  friend. 
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CASANOVA. 


Oh  I have  fallen  upon  evil  days, 

Days  of  vile  prudery  and  continence, 

In  this  new  century,  when  lust  decays 
To  pallid  vice  and  fearful  prurience. 

Not  thus  with  thee,  when  lusty  confidence, 
Brave  Casanova,  made  thine  action  great, 
Direct  and  to  the  purpose,  profligate, 

Till  lulled  at  length  to  amorous  senescence. 

I wish  those  days  again  ; — that  I were  free 
To  take  my  pleasures  warm  and  ripe  ; that  I 
Might  live  a living  life  of  ecstasy, 

Careless  of  Fate  or  Future,  when  or  why  ; 

To  spend  one  moment  in  eternity, 

And  leave  a dry-sucked  orange  when  I die. 
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SONNET. 

(To  Miss  R .) 


A vision,  yea  a vision  of  last  night  ; 

Red  fire,  and  in  the  midst  thereof  a rose 
White-radiant,  shining  ’gainst  the  glory  whose 
Fierce  flames  could  touch  her  not,  its  heat  despite  ; 
And  in  the  circle  of  the  ruddy  light 

One  waits  and  watches  till  the  ardour  grows 
Sublimely  bright : then,  eddy  on  eddy,  flows 
Within  the  flower’s  heart,  bringing  red  for  white. 


Ah  may  you  ever  cherish  that  red  flower, 

Though  it  demand  one  day  to  drink  thy  tears  : 
Give  all  it  ask,  and  cast  aside  all  fears  : 
Guard  it  before  all  else,  for  it  hath  power 
Thus  strengthened  to  prepare  an  hidden  bower 
Of  gentle  peace  against  the  day  that  nears. 


SECTION  IV. 
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THE  TWO  COMINGS. 


Crowned  with  spring  leaves  and  sunlight  in  his  eyes 
The  young  god  Westward  came,  and  all  the  land 
Sprang  into  blossom  : strange  new  ecstasies 
Woke  ’neath  the  spell  of  his  compelling  wand 
In  heart  of  old  and  young ; the  world  afire 
With  swift  re-quickening  of  world-old  desire 
Found  its  lost  youth  again,  and  bitterness 
Fell  on  the  older  gods,  for  “See,”  they  said, 

“ Our  rule  is  vanished  into  lowliness, 

“ And  perished  all  the  glory  of  our  might; 

“ The  strange  youth  beckons,  and  our  votaries 
“Forsake  our  shrines  to  follow;  our  priests 
are  fled 

“To  shame  with  riot  of  strange  revelries 
“ The  immemorial  holiness  of  night, 

“ The  holiness  of  night  among  the  hills.” 

Yet  knew  they  not  the  vengeance  Fate  prepared; 
And  we  who  danced  before  the  vine-crowned  king 
Dreamed  of  no  change. 

The  summer  never  fills 

The  woodlands  now  with  rapturous  murmuring 
Such  as  then  told  the  living  joy  they  shared 
With  men  and  forest-beasts ; but  memory 
Brings  back  for  us  the  languorous  ecstasy 
Of  summer  days  in  sweet  green  meadow-land, 
And  riotous  nights  beneath  the  summer  moon, 
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When  the  bright  god  and  all  our  revelling  band 
Moved  in  mad  dance  o’er  echoing  hill  and  hollow 
Triumphant : clanging  cymbals  gave  the  tune ; 
The  shy  nymphs  peered  and  could'  not  choose 
but  follow  ; 

The  eager  satyrs  joined  the  joyous  throng, 

And  all  the  midmost  brakes  were  loud  with  song 
And  bright  with  tossing  torches.  Here  the  gleam 
Caught  glory  from  an  Oread’s  hair,  and  here 
Touching  the  ripples  of  a hidden  stream 
Ran  laughingly  about  the  scurrying  feet 
Of  strange  wild  things  fleet  as  itself  was  fleet, 
And  vanished  in  the  grasses.  Little  we 
Cared  for  the  anger  of  the  jealous  gods, 

But  tamed  their  thunders  with  swift  mockery 
And  beat  their  lightnings  back  with  thyrsus-rods. 
All  earth  was  glad,  rapt  to  one  laughing  mood 
Of  joy  in  life  and  sense  that  life  was  good. 

All, — yet  there  came  one  pale  and  with  sad 
eyes, 

Clad  in  white  robes,  and  held  the  satyr  bound 
With  spell  as  strong  as  his,  the  ivy-crowned. 
And  as  he  touched  his  lyre  the  revelries 
Ceased,  and  the  hills  were  silent  in  the  night, 
Nor  ever  rang  again  with  dance  and  song 
Beneath  the  moon,  or  blazed  with  torches’  light 
Again,  for  through  the  land  he  moved  along, 
Bringing  to  men  a newer  happiness, 

In  quiet  life  and  death’s  long  quietness. 
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IN  THE  DAYS  OF  UTTER  NIGHT. 

In  the  days  of  utter  night 
Cries  the  spirit  to  affright 
Those  that  hear ; 

Ere  the  coming  of  the  light, 

For  the  morning  is  not  yet, 

And  the  present  shall  beget 
All  the  terrors,  all  the  fear, 

In  the  days  that  know  not  light. 

Let  him  hear  who  will  the  curse, 

And  the  curse  is  on  them  all  : 

Let  it  fall. 

For  we  neither  see  nor  know, 

While  we  grasp  the  dark  before, 

Thinking  on  the  days  of  yore, 

Lighted  by  the  after-glow ; 

Let  them  go. 

Life  is  not  an  endless  thing  ; 

Life  is  ever  on  the  wing. 

What  remains  ? 

Hope  for  ages  yet  unborn  ; 

Present  fear  and  present  sorrow : 

Pain  to-day  and  pain  to-morrow. 

Endless  death  is  now  as  ever 
Grand  finale  still  in  view : 

True  to-day,  for  ever  true, 

And  for  ever. 


55 


HANG  ME  JEWELS  IN  THE  SUN. 


Hang  me  jewels  in  the  sun 
So  their  myriad  facets  throw 
Myriad  gleams  of  colour-flow 
Swift  to  dart  and  melt  to  one. 
Watching  them  I seem  to  see 
Some  exotic  symphony 
Of  an  art  yet  unexplored 
Waiting  for  the  coming  lord 
Who  shall  wake  its  harmonies, 

Speed  and  blend  them  at  his  will 
In  unknown  perfected  keys. 

First  a ray  of  colour  chill, 

As  a stream  of  melody 

Thin  and  pure,  that  grows  to  be 

Lordlier  as  it  flows  along, 

And  new  shadings  lend  their  song 
To  the  contrapuntal  scheme. 

Then,  transcending  music  heard, 
Longings  caught  in  lucent  dream, 
Hopes  and  fears  that  never  word 
Shaped,  nor  e’er  composer  phrased, 
Lights  unknown  since  strangers  gazed 
Wond’ring  on  the  revelling  fires 
Sais  woke,  and  faint  desires 
Floating  down  from  Babylon. — 

Hang  me  jewels  in  the  sun  ! 
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AT  DAWN. 


So  you  are  gone  from  me — gone  from  me  desolate, 
Gone  from  the  city  that  lights  to  love ; 

Gone  from  the  citadel  dear  to  the  passionate, 
Love-lorn  Venezia  dear  above, 

Dear  to  the  soul  of  the  lover  and  love-seeker, 
Dearer  than  Classic  and  Cyprian  grove. 

Cruelly  dawning,  the  sun  that  shall  see  you  go 
Cruelly  dawns  not  in  purple  and  gold  ; 

But  the  pale  light  of  a cold  blue  unpassioned  woe, 
Cruel  reproach  of  a yearning  untold  ; 

Still  in  a softness  more  cruel  than  midday  glare, 
Touching  to  amber  the  storm-clouds  unrolled. 

Thus  let  it  be  when  the  time  for  unfolding  comes, 
Time  for  a courage  unthought  of,  unknown, 
Time  when,  rejecting  the  pitiful  lover’s  crumbs, 
Fearing  all,  hoping  all,  seeking  mine  own, 

Sees  me  again  in  a crystalline  day-breaking 
Rise  and  aspire  to  my  intellect’s  throne. 

Then  shall  the  vows  be  heard ; never  a falt’ring 
voice 

Utter  a word  that  is  meaner  than  I ; 

Never  let  time-serving  prompt  an  unworthy  choice. 

Hear,  then,  immaculate  virgin-like  sky, 

Ere  the  fierce  sun  shall  disrobe  and  dishonour  thee, 
Know  me  for  steadfast,  though  steadfastness  die. 
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AUREA  SIDERA. 


Have  ye  no  feeling  that  ye  look 
Calm,  quiet,  ever  on  the  book 
Of  human  life  spread  open  wide 
Beneath  the  heaven  to  which  we  sighed 
Before  we  knew  that  never  pity 
For  fate  of  man  or  fate  of  city 
Might  ruffle  your  serenity  ? 

Calm,  lovely,  glorious — all  are  ye 
As  long  ago  the  Romans  heard 
In  one  incomparable  word. 
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RAIN  AT  NIGHT  AFTER  A DAY 
OF  HEAT. 

Midnight. 

There  was  no  evening  time ; 

The  sun  went  down  in  copper-coloured  heat, 
And  darkness  came  ere  yet  the  twilight  sweet 
Had  clothed  herself  in  greyness  ; and  the  chime 
Of  Saint  Sulpice  struck  eight ; 

One  hour  more,  and  then  I knew,  too  late, 
But  knew,  that  I had  quarrelled  with  my  friend. 

Then  later  in  my  room, 

Contempt  and  rage  and  that  we  fear  to  name, 
But  know  it  what  it  is,  were  with  me  there, 
And  shared  the  sorry,  sweating  prize  ; for  shame, 
Poor  shame  knows  not  to  fight 
But  with  the  weapons  fashioned  by  despair 
And  sharpened  by  despite. 

But  presently  the  heavy  tearless  leaves 

Gave  back  a murmured  whisper  to  soft  winds, 
And  then  a sigh,  but  such  as  one  who  grieves 
And  finds  in  grief  a joy;  and  then  our  minds 
Grew  weak  together,  and  we  wept, 

And  wept,  and  smiled  a tear-stained  smile,  and 
slept, 

And  dreamed,  and  knew  each  other  in  our  tears. 
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THE  TRINITY  BALL. 


Midnight. 


I stand  against  God  and  the  World 

In  hopeless,  ineffable  scorn 

Of  the  dead  and  the  yet-to-be-born  ; 

My  banner  of  hate  is  unfurl’d 
Against  God  and  His  crapulous  spawn. 

They  revel  and  reek  in  His  smile, 

But  they  wince  them  and  scream  at  His  rod. 
The  path  that  their  forefathers  trod 
Of  madness  they  follow,  the  while 
They  say,  “ We  are  serving  our  God.” 

And  I sit  and  I brood  on  their  fate  ; 

I curse  me  their  folly  and  sin  ; 

I curse  them  without  and  within  ; 

I curse  me  them  early  and  late, 

With  their  God  and  their  God-stricken  kin. 

God  gathers  His  harvest  of  fools, 

The  harvest  is  red  on  the  land  ; 

The  reapers,  a villainous  band 
Of  ruin  and  vice  and  misrule, 

Stand  ready  with  murd’rous  hand. 

I have  curst  you,  ye  children  of  Time  ; 

I have  curst  you,  the  best  and  the  worst ; 
Shame-born,  by  insanity  nurst ; 

Think  not  to  arise  from  the  slime, 

For  you  and  your  God  shall  be  curst. 
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PYRRHA. 


Faint  fragrance  from  the  buried  years 
Clings  round  your  name  and  tomb,  my  child, 
Who  danced  and  played  till  grave  Rome  smiled, 
Grave  Rome  that  you  could  move  to  tears 
Or  long  loud  laughter  at  your  will. 

Those  before  whom  you  danced  are  gone 
Long  ages  since  beneath  the  earth  : 

The  high-born  women,  men  of  worth, 

All  are  forgotten,  every  one  : 

The  dancer  is  remembered  still. 

No  Roman  name  can  stir  me  so 
Save  yours,  of  whom  I only  know 
That  on  your  tomb  these  words  were  writ : 
Pyrrha  * Saltavit  • Placvit. 


SECTION  V. 
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ANDROMEDA. 


So  through  the  night  upon  the  rocky  shelf 
Naked  and  bound  she  stood,  and  heard  the  sea 
Come  crawling  up  and  sob  back  on  itself 
Reluctant,  while  her  thoughts  went  busily 
Hither  and  thither  among  forgotten  days 
And  things  of  yesterday.  Again  she  heard 
In  the  wind’s  voice  her  mother’s  foolish  word, 

“ Surely  Poseidon’s  daughters  have  not  praise 
As  I have  for  my  beauty  ” ; and  again 
In  the  waves’  roar  the  great  god  mocked  her  boast ; 
When  on  a sudden  all  the  sea  and  coast 
Were  touched  with  silver  by  the  rising  moon, 
And  faintly  came  the  old-time  festal  strain 
That  sped  her  to  the  temple  on  some  night 
When  Libya  adored  the  plenilune, 

And  o’er  the  mountains  hung  the  fainting  stars. 
And  there  the  chosen  queen  of  the  feast,  all  bright 
With  gladness,  loosed  the  heavy  golden  bars 
That  crossed  the  sacred  gate,  and  lifting  up 
Her  arms  in  prayer  stood  still  a little  space  ; 
Then,  turning,  drank  from  out  the  sacred  cup, 
And,  letting  slip  her  raiment  to  the  ground, 

In  a young  majesty  of  naked  grace 
Passed  to  the  god.  The  great  door  crashed 
behind — 

And  from  the  sanctuary  no  further  sound. 
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Nay  more,  the  vivid  night  came  back  to  mind 
When  she  herself  was  queen  and  tremblingly 
Passed  the  sweet  hours  in  silent  ecstasy, 

Being  made  one  with  God.  Whereon  her  soul 
Cried  out  with  thought  of  what  the  dawn  should 
bring, 

And  in  the  water  rippled  on  a shoal 
Her  fancy  feared  the  coming  of  the  beast. 

Yet  once  again  the  sea’s  soft  murmuring 
Lulled  her  sharp  sense,  and  one  star  in  the  East 
Made  golden  threads  beneath  her  half-closed  eyes, 
Whereof  her  fancy  weaved  a glorious  weft 
With  golden  lights  and  shadows,  and  the  skies 
Looked  down  in  wonderment,  seeing  the  earth 
Grown  heavenly,  and  stars  and  sun  bereft 
Of  their  supremacy  of  glorious  birth  ; 

And  fear  was  on  the  moon,  and  anguish  sore 
Fell  on  the  gods  in  heaven.  But  suddenly 
Flashed  forth  Fate’s  shears,  and  the  web,  parting, 
tore 

From  end  to  end,  and  vanished  with  a loud 
Rending  that  woke  Andromeda  to  see 
The  sun  in  heaven  and  the  wakening  flush 
Of  morning  on  the  waves.  Slow,  shaggy-browed 
The  monster  rose  from  the  deep,  and  with  a rush 
Of  wings  came  Perseus  dropping  from  the  sky. 
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WHEN  WE  ARE  DEAD  A THOUSAND 

YEARS. 


When  we  are  dead  a thousand  years, 
And  ’mid  tumultuary  things 
Are  vanished  all  our  hopes,  our  fears, 

Our  loves,  and  our  imaginings ; 

When  scattered  through  essential  dust 
Falls  the  thin  powder  of  our  bones, 
And  through  the  enormous  air  our  lust 
Is  rolled  with  sempiternal  stones ; 

And  our  soft  lips  have  lost  their  joy 
For  ever,  and  our  eyes  no  more 
Laugh  to  the  laugh  of  laughing  boy, 

Our  ears  unmirrored  to  the  roar 

Of  the  incorrigible  surge — 

Ah  then  some  dilatory  hand 
Will  from  the  last  low  languid  verge 
Of  worldly  things  sift  down  some  sand, 

Sand  that  was,  when  we  knew  it  then, 
Mixed  humanly  in  warm  embrace, 

And  now  at  last  returns  again 

To  cover  what  was  once  our  face. 
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A LADY  SMOKING  A CIGARETTE. 


Pastel-like  evanescent  hues, 

Watched  through  the  drifting  whites  and  greys, 
Subtly  changed  as  the  ripple  sways ; 

Floating  us  this  way  green  displays, 

Floating  us  that  way  hints  at  blues. 

Shifts  our  boat  in  the  moody  stream, 

Hangs  the  smoke  in  a tattered  cloud, 
Lovingly  lifts  the  fragrant  shroud, 

Peers  at  the  purple  eyelids  proud 
Reposed  in  an  alabaster  dream. 

All  a symphony  mystic,  now 

Slate-blue,  purple,  now  white,  now  mauve, 
Mystical  colours  our  lady  wove, 

Themes  of  weariness  nightfall  drove 
Home  from  an  Autumn  sunset’s  brow. 

What  the  dreams  you  are  dreaming  say — 

Are  you  lost  in  some  listless  skein, 

Golden  shreds  of  a topaz  stain, 

Or  turquoise-dust  which  Charles’  wain 
For  ever  spills  through  the  milky  way  ? 

Or  far  adrift  in  moonstone  rays, 

Or  swooned  ’neath  breathless  lilac  trees, 

Like  tuneful  gems,  melodious  bees 
Drone  Aristaean  epopees, 

And  lyrics  of  long  summer  days  ? 


5 


66 


SONG  OF  THE  WATER-SPIRITS. 


Come  away 
Child  of  Earth, 

Come  and  see 
Our  Fairy-land. 

* * * * 

He  is  won,  he  is  won  ; 

Far  beneath  the  waters  wild 

He  is  come,  our  human  child, 

To  our  lovely  Fairy-land. 

He  has  left  the  world  of  trouble, 

He  has  left  the  light  of  the  sun  ; 
Hand  in  hand,  hand  in  hand, 

Let  us  sing  and  dance  a measure 
Joying  in  our  new-won  treasure. 

See  how  many  an  air-filled  bubble 
Bright  with  myriad  rainbow  glances 
Mounts  to  the  surface  of  the  lake 
And  reaching  it  must  fail  and  break. 
Such  your  fate,  O human  child, 

Had  you  not  hearkened  to  our  voice ; 
For  the  vision  that  entrances 
With  its  beauty  childhood’s  gaze 
Passes  away  with  the  passing  days. 
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But  you  listened  to  our  call, 

Made  ’twixt  life  and  dreams  the  choice 
To  find  that  the  waking  life  was  naught 
And  your  dreamings  passion-fraught — 

All  in  all. 

* * * * 

Bring  forth  the  emerald  chalice 
Love-lit  with  laughter  and  mirth, 

And  welcome  to  our  palace 
The  dreaming  child  of  Earth  ; 

For  he  listened  to  our  call, 

Made  ’twixt  life  and  dreams  the  choice 
To  find  that  the  waking  life  was  naught 
And  his  dreamings  passion-fraught — 

All  in  all. 
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THE  CAT. 


Dear  creature  by  the  fire  a-purr, 

Strange  idol  eminently  bland, 

Miraculous  puss  ! As  o’er  your  fur 
I trail  a negligeable  hand, 

And  gaze  into  your  gazing  eyes, 

And  wonder  in  a demi-dream 

What  mystery  it  is  that  lies 

Behind  those  slits  that  glare  and  gleam, 

An  exquisite  enchantment  falls 
About  the  portals  of  my  sense ; 

Meandering  through  enormous  halls 
I breathe  luxurious  frankincense, 

An  ampler  air,  a warmer  June 

Enfold  me,  and  my  wondering  eye 

Salutes  a more  imperial  moon 

Throned  in  a more  resplendent  sky 

Than  ever  knew  this  northern  shore. 

Oh,  strange  ! For  you  are  with  me  too, 

And  I who  am  a cat  once  more 
Follow  the  woman  that  was  you 
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With  tail  erect  and  pompous  march, 

The  proudest  puss  that  ever  trod, 
Through  many  a grove,  ’neath  many  an  arch, 
Impenetrable  as  a god, 

Down  many  an  alabaster  flight 
Of  broad  and  cedar-shaded  stairs, 

While  over  us  the  elaborate  night 
Mysteriously  gleams  and  glares  ! 


SECTION  VI. 


[ Translations .] 


71 


MELEAGER. 


ANTH.  PAL.  V.,  177. 

Love’s  lost,  I cry,  Love’s  missing, 
He  took  his  flight  at  morn  : 

His  lips  are  ripe  for  kissing, 

And  give  the  kisser  scorn. 

Well  armed  is  he  and  fearless, 

His  cheeks  bedewed  with  tearless 
Tears,  and  his  words  are  careless, 
And  winged  was  he  born. 

His  father — who  has  known  him  ? 

This  cruel  monster’s ! Air 
Nor  earth  nor  sea  will  own  him  ; 

E’en  now,  perchance — beware  ! — 
New  traps  while  we  are  prating 
To  snare  your  souls  he’s  baiting ; 
Ah,  ah  ! I see  him  waiting — 

In  those  sweet  eyes  his  lair. 
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ANTH.  PAL.  XII.,  132a. 

Did  not  I call,  “ Mad  soul,  awaken  ! ” 

Did  not  I call,  “ Thou  wilt  be  taken, 

“Mad  soul  that  fliest  near  the  net.” 

Now  are  the  meshes  close  around  thee, 

Thy  wings  are  fast,  for  Love  hath  bound  thee  ; 
Why  flutterest  thou  so  idly  yet  ? 

Thou  burnest  now  with  scorching  fires, 

Faintest  ’neath  odorous  desires, 

And  for  thy  drink  warm  tears  are  set. 


ANTH.  PAL.  XII.,  132b. 

Soul,  heavy-laden  soul,  thou  burnest 
Anon  with  fire,  anon  returnest 

To  life  with  gaspings  faint  and  low. 

Whoso  within  his  breast  shall  cherish 
Relentless  Love  by  him  shall  perish  : 

Why  weepest  thou  ? Didst  thou  not  know  ? 

Thou  took’st  Love,  gav’st  him  food  and  raiment, 
And  for  it  now  hast  fair  repayment, 

Even  mingled  fire  and  freezing  snow. 

This  fair  reward,  didst  thou  not  choose  it  ? 
Yield  thee,  and  weep  not,  nor  refuse  it : 

Love’s  honey  burns  : didst  thou  not  know  ? 
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ANTH.  PAL.  VII.,  182. 

Clearista’s  maiden  days  are  past  and  over  ; 

She  hath  found  a bridegroom — his  name  Death. 
When  the  doors  were  closed  upon  her  and  her  lover 
Full  of  gladness  came  the  flutes’  sweet  breath; 
But  at  morn  was  weeping  for  the  evening’s  laughter, 
For  the  wedding  hymn  a dirge,  soft,  low, 

And  the  torches  that  had  lit  the  bridal,  after 
Lit  for  her  the  way  the  dead  all  go. 

ANTH.  PAL.  VII.,  476. 

Tears  that  may  steal  through  the  earth  that 
divides  us,  for  lovers  the  only 
Token  can  pass  to  the  dead ; tears  that  are 
bitt’rest  to  shed, 

Heliodora,  I bring,  and  at  thy  tomb  offer  in  lonely 
Sorrow,  with  tears  of  regret,  love  that  shall 
never  forget. 

Piteous,  ah!  piteous  lament  for  my  dear  one  lost, 
here  forsaken 

I,  Meleager,  have  sped,  gift  nothing  worth  to 
the  dead. 

Where  now,  where  is  the  flower  of  my  love  ? 
Alas  ! Death  hath  it  taken  : 

Low  it  with  dust  lies  soiled,  lies  of  its  beauty 
despoiled. 

But,  All-mother,  I pray,  since  my  tears  her  can 
never  awaken, 

Clasp  her,  O Earth,  to  thy  breast,  closely,  in 
quietest  rest. 
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L’ANDALOUSE. 

( From  the  French  of  Alfred  de  Musset.) 


Say,  have  you  seen  at  Barcelone, 

An  Andalouse  who  is  all  to  me  ? 

Whose  velvet  breast  is  the  autumn  tone  ? 

She  is  my  mistress — mine  alone  ! 

La  Marquesa  d’Amaegui. 

It’s  often  I’ve  sung  to  the  Western  sky, 
Waiting  the  rival  that  lagg’d  behind  ; 

Often  enough  have  I played  the  spy, 

To  steal  a peep  at  her  wine-deep  eye 

When  the  sea  breeze  catches  her  window  blind. 

She  is  my  mistress — mine  alone, 

Mine  are  those  vast  deep  liquid  eyes  ; 

Mine  to  encircle  her  yielding  zone, 

To  lose  myself  in  the  mantle  thrown 

By  her  rich  warm  hair  o’er  her  milky  thighs  ! 

Mine  is  her  soft  cravat  that  swims 

In  the  sleepy  breath  of  her  noontide  room, 

The  dimpled  skirt  on  her  drowsy  limbs, 

The  silk-sleeved  arm  that  grows  dusk  and  dims 
To  a melting  brown  in  the  laden  gloom. 
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Dear  God  ! to  see  that  restless  eye 
Sparkle  beneath  its  curling  lash, 

To  touch  one  riband  that  floated  by 
A man  might  offer  himself  to  die, 

I swear  by  the  saints,  nor  hold  it  rash. 

But  she  is  superb  in  her  wild  delight 
When  she  falls,  with  her  breasts  aglow ; 

When  I behold  her  writhe  and  fight, 

And  gasp  in  a frenzied  kiss,  and  bite — 

Crying  such  words  as  I dare  not  know ! 

And  oh  ! but  she’s  mad  in  her  morning  glee, 
Carolling  loud  some  wild  refrain 
To  see  her  stretched  in  a movement  free, 

Tug  her  stocking  up  over  her  knee 

Till  the  corsage  cracks  with  the  silken  strain. 

Then,  forward  my  page  in  ambuscade, 

For  the  warm  Night  trembles  to  kiss  the  Day, 
And  I’ve  a mind  for  serenades, 

To  set  blaspheming  the  Alcaids, 

De  Tolose  au  Guadalete  ! 


SECTION  VII. 
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SESTINA. 


June  with  her  roses  mocks  the  flight  of  Spring, 
And  Summer’s  joy  is  quivering  in  the  leaves 
Whose  pageantry  salutes  the  golden  might 
Of  Summer’s  sun  : the  wavering  woodlands  ring 
With  chorused  melody  that  interweaves 
With  my  heart’s  song  a concent  of  delight. 

For  Summer  is  the  season  of  delight, 

The  full  fruition  of  the  pledge  of  Spring ; 

When  sunlight  floats  about  the  glades  and  weaves 
Webs  of  gold  mist  among  the  forest  leaves ; 

And  through  soft  hazes  the  moon’s  silver  ring 
Rises  to  rule  the  night  with  quiet  might  ; 

While  far  below  a melody  that  might 
Move  gods  to  pity  mourns  the  dead  delight 
Of  saddest  Procne,  whose  complainings  ring 
Through  the  green  covert  by  the  hidden  spring : 
She  through  the  years  the  chosen  chant  ne’er  leaves 
That  ’neath  the  moon  she  weeping  woos  and  weaves. 

Each  fairy  by  the  spell  that  Summer  weaves 
To  move  the  midnight  hours  with  mystic  might, 
Creeps  from  his  hiding,  frolics  in  the  leaves, 
Visits  the  haunts  that  once  were  his  delight, 
Brightens  the  stars,  silvers  the  babbling  spring, 
And  dances  once  again  in  fairy  ring. 
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There  all  the  fairies  form  them  in  a ring, 

And  while  their  queen  her  mazy  dances  weaves 
Amid  them,  joyously  they  leap  and  spring, 

And  with  sweet  praises  loudly  hail  her  might, 
And  woo  her  to  new  sports  of  old  delight 
Until  dawn  ’gins  to  glimmer  on  the  leaves. 

And  often,  as  they  tell,  a fairy  leaves 
A little  cap  or  shoe  or  golden  ring, 

Potent  to  dower  a mortal  with  delight : 

And  this  the  spell  the  magic  token  weaves 
About  the  finder,  by  the  fairies’  might — 

“ His  Summer  shall  be  sweeter  than  his  Spring.” 

Down  by  the  spring,  couching  amid  the  leaves, 
By  fern-seed’s  might  I saw  them  dance  a ring : 
Their  song  still  weaves  me  round  with  sweet  delight. 
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CURTAILED  SONNET. 

GEORGE  MEREDITH. 


When  I consider  that  the  mind  of  man 
Has  fashioned  out  such  marvels  as  are  known 
Not  unto  us  but  since  this  world  began, 

Have  gods  and  those  of  god-like  mind  alone 
Held  converse  with  such  beings  : then  I own 
Have  I been  sick  with  weakness,  and  have  found 
A sullen  misery,  and  have  set  down 
The  finished  book,  and  felt  that  all  around 
I was  beset  with  little  men,  that  sound 
And  sight  had  grown  too  keen  for  such  a world ; 
And  been  as  one  that  leaves  brave  company 
For  baser  kind,  like  the  stout  demon  hurled 
From  high  romance  to  black  deformity. 
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ASSONANCE. 


Sweet  little  elegant  creature, 
Shapeliness  rivalling  mind, 

Who  has  the  heart  to  upraid  you, 
Who  has  the  shame  to  dispraise  you, 
Who  of  the  human  kind  ? 

Bury  it  gently,  softly, 

Let  not  a word  be  said  ; 

Down  to  the  innermost  darkness, 
Bitterly,  ling’ring,  and  hopeless, 

Bury  the  passion  for  dead. 

Pagan,  elusive  and  subtle, 

Wild  and  remorseless  and  shy, 
Beautiful,  timorous  creature, 

Attic  in  motion  and  feature, 
Childling  of  Music  and  Nature, 

Love  me,  and  wound  me,  and  die. 
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ROUNDEL. 


If  I knew  what  your  heart  said,  your  glances 
would  tell 

A tale  that  is  told  by  the  dusk  to  the  dew, 
And  a soul  would  arise  unto  Heaven  out  of  Hell, 

If  I knew. 

Black  thoughts,  like  black  storm  clouds  that  blot 
out  the  view 

Of  fair  distant  prospects,  cry  hopeless  farewell, 
To  love-dreams  and  dreamings  an  endless  adieu. 

Is  it  thus  ? Do  I doubt  as  if  doubting  could  spell 

Fresh  hopes  of  a future,  or  ever  renew 

That  is  lost  beyond  hoping  ; yet  all  might  be  well 

If  I knew. 
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TRIOLET. 


And  if  you  ask  me  why 
I say  we  two  are  friends — 
We  were  in  times  gone  by  ; 
And,  if  you  ask  me,  why 
I say  we  shall  be — try ! 

I’m  with  you  till  life  ends  ; 
And  if  you  ask  me  why, 

I say  we  two  are  friends . 
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ROUNDEL. 


You  came  to  me  when  I arose  and  called 
Loud  through  the  valleys,  and  the  world  was 
stirred  ; 

All  winds  fell  silent  suddenly ; appalled 
The  sounding  seas  were  hushed,  and  every  bird 
Mute,  when  in  august  answer  to  that  word, 
All-potent,  crowned  with  fire  and  clothed  in  flame, 
You  came. 

And  the  strange  peace  that  fell  on  all  the  world 
Still  holds  my  heart ; the  moment  cannot  fade 
When  in  the  glory  of  your  wings  unfurled, 
Invincible,  all-knowing,  undismayed, 

You  came. 


SECTION  VIII. 
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SONNET. 


After  youth’s  wandering  through  the  maze  of 
thought 

I find  at  length  this  parting  of  the  way, 

The  cross’  kingly  road,  where  pilgrims  lay 
At  God’s  own  human  feet  the  gift  He  sought 
Of  man’s  will  wrenched  from  out  a world 
distraught. 

Or  that  conformity  to  Nature’s  sway 
Immitigable,  which  could  erst  upstay 
One  limpid  soul  with  all  the  world’s  care  fraught. 
Self-reverence  calm,  impassioned  orison, 

Abide  sole  norms  found  worthy  man’s  estate. 
Gray  spirit  of  my  country’s  sternest  hour, 

Her  greatest,  that  of  old  didst  elevate 

The  anthem  of  Milton,  Cromwell’s  godly  power, 

Cans’t  thou  yet  live  and  weld  these  twain  to  one  ? 
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SONG. 


(The  Duchess , at  her  wedding  feast , hears  through  the  window 
the  voice  of  her  first  lover.) 


I woo  not,  when  I woo  thy  mind 
Palatial  precedents ; 

Thy  body  beautiful  I find, 

And  not  these  ornaments. 

Pleasure  will  drive  thee  to  abhor 
What  savours  now  so  sweet, 

And  hold  this  heart-absorbing  store 
A gilded  counterfeit. 

The  splendid  circumstance  of  State 
Will  lure  thee  to  thy  fall, 

And  crowded  chambers  consummate 
A solitary  pall. 
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AFTER  A DANCE. 

(ct  Madame  de  Montmartre.) 

Dear,  when  I sat  with  you  to-night 
And  gazed  on  shoulders  peerless  fair ; 
Steeped  in  champagne  and  soft  moonlight 
I mused  a moment, — “ Does  she  care  ? ” 

The  time  and  wine  and  midnight  air 
Inclined  to  sentimentalise  ; 

Sighing  soft  hair,  and  hazel  eyes, 

To  feign  a youth’s  demure  surprise  ; 

I murmured,  wondering,  “ Does  she  care?” 

Virginibus  et  pueris 

Good  boys  and  simple-minded  misses, 
Crude  seriousness,  for  them  it  is 
To  blush  at  thoughts  of  ruby  kisses, 

And  leaving  Swinburne  in  the  lurch 
To  dream  their  virgin  loves  in  church. 

Along  with  J.  K.  S.  and  Mat 

We  two  sophisticated  sinners 

Suffer  from  wisdom,  knowing  that 

Our  souls  are  far  beneath  our  dinners — 

That  ‘‘life’s  a jest,  and  love’s  a trinket; 

We  knew  that  once,  but  now  we  think  it.” 
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I know  myself,  without,  within, 

Too  clever  far  from  earliest  days, 

I never  could  be  taken  in 
By  pretty,  stupid,  artless  ways ; 

I rather  think  I know  you,  too, 

The  daintiest  thing  this  earth  possesses, 

A charming,  witty  woman,  who 

Has  learnt  a world  of  men  and  dresses. 
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DEDICATION.* 


Not  always  is  the  sunshine  bright, 

Not  always  the  year  fair  with  May; 

Light  in  his  turn  must  yield  to  Night, 

And  Night  retire  before  the  Day  ; 

Yet  one  thing  shall  not  pass  away 
For  any  change  of  hopes  and  fears — 

Deep  in  my  heart  must  ever  stay 
The  mem’ry  of  these  later  years. 

u Earth’s  strength  and  men’s  must  perish  quite  ; 
“ Time  changes  ” (hear  the  poet  say) 

“ All  things  by  his  all-potent  might  ; 

“ No  wind  blows  true  for  ever.”  Nay, 

He  had  not  known  the  winds  that  play 
And  ever  whisper  in  my  ears, 

“ Thou  hast — let  skies  be  blue  or  gray — 

“ The  mem’ry  of  these  later  years.” 


# Soph.  O.  C.  609  foil,  and  Mr.  Gilbert  Murray's  translation, 
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The  crimson-vestured  acolyte 
Shall  some  day  find  he  cannot  pray  ; 

The  savage,  fired  with  knowledge,  smite 
To  earth  his  puny  god  of  clay  ; 

But  my  faith  fails  not  who  for  aye 
Hold  fast — a treasure  time  endears — 

The  mem’ry  of  grave  hours  and  gay, 

The  mem’ry  of  these  later  years. 

Wherefore  here  at  your  feet  I lay, 

True  friends,  these  songs  whose  worth  appears 
But  little  to  the  debt  they  pay — 

The  mem’ry  of  these  later  years. 
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